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Woman, lovely wo- 


man, of every race 


and clime, in every 








variety of costume 


from the smile and 





the neat fitting suit 
of sunshine of the 
belles of tropical 


and Mel- 
furs 


Polynesia 
anesia to the 
of the natives of the 
home of the Frost 


King - 


reader on every page 


-greet the 
in hundreds of pho- 
tographs never 
before reproduced in 





WOMEN OF ALL 
NATIONS 


The Only Work Of Its Kind 


WOMEN WOME 
OF ALL OF ALL 
(ATIONS, NATIONS 


WOMENWOMEN 
OF ALL OF All 


which gives the results of studies made on the spot 
of women of every race—the Yellow, the Brown, the 
Red, and the Black—should help materially to an 
understanding of that baffling, yet ever fascinating 
subject, the fair sex of our complex and highly de- 
veloped civilization. 


This interesting and splendid set of books is the 
only standard work that describes the women of all 
races and nations. Hundreds of photographs, taken 
specially for it and never before reproduced, show 
them in every variety of costume, from the laces and 
frills of the Parisienne down to the next to nothing of 
the Fijian belle. 


TAJOYCE|TAS JOver 
i, MA G 
WW) THOMASNCTHOMA’ 
The reader is carried along in a series of brilliant 
chapters from descriptions of life in tropical Poly- 
nesia and Melanesia, where the senses are wooed by 
exotic dances to the sound of the ukalele, to the 
stern realities of existence in the home of the Frost 
King, in the grim silences ‘neath the aurora borealis. 


Read a woman's description of the life of the veiled 
beauties Of the Harem; of how the women of China, 
India, and other remote parts of the earth, make 
love, marry, keep house and treat their husbands. 
The vast number of illustrations show you exactly 
how they look. 


The psychological characteristics of women are dis- 
cussed making this a work of absorbing interest for 
every man or woman who loves to study human 
nature 








A . andard, authoritative work by such men as Prof. 
O. T. Mason, of the Smithsonian Institution; Mr. 
Archibald Colquhoun, L ady Ramsay, Lucy M. J. Garnett, and many others, who as the 
result of first-hand studies have made Women of All Nations as interesting and readabk 
as a story book 


A Picture Gallery of Women of Customs of Love - Making and 
All Lands Marriage 


A History of Woman A Thrilling Library of Travel 


The 4 sumptuous volumes are large quarto size (1134 x 84% inches); printed on superb 
paper and handsomely bound in cloth. Magnificently illu rs ated with hundreds of phot 
graphs brought from every part of the world for this purpose and never before used. 


Among the pictures is a series of superb plates in color. 
= TS ea arr arr aan ae ae ae ae ec ee 
Brunswick Subscription Co., 1116 Brunswick Bidg., New York City "a $1.50 Down This unique work is 
i b » (*s 1! 
50 first payment on one complete set ; published by asse 

of WOME N OF ALL NATIONS. If satisfactory, $1. 00 per Month §'(- ompany, Limited, 
S. remit y oe $1 .00a month until the price, $15.50, : of London, the famous art publishers. 
as been paid. Otherwise, I will, within 5 days, ask ( mi 
for instructions for the return of the books at your 0 The Ms — +: the work in i: to come 
expense, whereupon my $1.50 is to be refunded. can hardly be exaggerated, for as civili- 
zation advances the customs and cos- 





I enclose $1 


Pedchecokasdvetsbeveccectdsdecdedaeesedas § tumes shown in this set will disappear. 
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Vacations 
ACATIONS are of three kinds—those which you take 
V because you want to, those which you take because your 
wife wants you to, and those which everybody takes 
because everybody takes them. For statistical purposes, the 
first kind may be ignored, and the second may be minimized 
—because if everybody didn’t take a vacation nobody would 
take one. 

Vacations do the greatest good to the greatest number, 
because if you are at home you wish you were away on vaca- 
tion, and if you are away on vacation you wish you were at home. 
Vacations are like the boy out in the woodshed, whose male 
parent exclaimed: “I hope you don’t think I am doing this be- 
cause I like it,’”’ and the boy replied: “‘I hope you don’t think 
you are doing it because I like it.’”” Vacations have done a lot 
to repopularize the once well and favorably known American 
home. Tossing on his cot at the summer resort, though sur- 
rounded with all the modern inconveniences, who has not ex- 
perienced the pleasures-dazzle-in-vain sentiment? Why, to 
be awakened by the familiar ring 
of the home telephone at 2 A.M.., 
followed by the cheerful ‘excuse 
it, please,’ one would barter for 
that homely joy all the flesh-pots 
of Egypt—if one’s rural landlord 
had not shipped all the strictly 
fresh home grown flesh-pots to 
the Pharaoh of the city market. 

President Wilson announced the 
other day that he would cut out 


mer political purgatory should be in the nature of a celebration 
or a mitigation. Even so, better, far better, be a President 
than be a King and save up for a reigny day with a practically 
dead certainty that the reign will wind up with thunder and 
lightning. 

Vacations are for the rest and the change. Your wife and 
daughters get the itineraries, the clothes, the descriptive litera- 
ture, andcontract the bills. You do the rest and keep the change. 

We knew a philanthropist who left a large fortune to found 
a vacation fund, the only conditions being that every beneficiary 
should forfeit his share in the fund should he try to sneak home 
before the end of his vacation, and that no beneficiary should 
have been at any time a personal friend of the testator. 

Vacations are taken in summer because most of us aren’t 
smart enough for a cold getaway. 


Sixes and Sevens 

Yaa, Greek statesman, mustn’t be too cocky just be- 

cause they say he is “like Lincoln.” The only personage in 
our time who wasn’t like Lincoln 
was Aguinaldo, and he’s about 
due to be, now that he has bought 
a Liberty Bond. 

# 

Germany boasts that we de- 
pend on her for our potash. We 
don’t for our Perlmutter, though. 

#2 

Sometimes Woodrow Wilson 

must wish he was Merkel. Merkel, 





his vacation this year, and stay 
in Washington whether Congress 
adjourned or not—thus putting 
it up to Congress, as it were, 


whether his stay in that midsum- “Gosh! E-‘ther this scale is way off or I've lost weight terribly.” 
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if you remember, was the man 
who didn’t touch second. 
# 
Congress tries to view all the 
war problems from every wrangle. 
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Bringing It Home 
**Q\HE’S an athletic girl, you know, and 
fell in love with him because he’s 
such a wonderful baseball coach.” 

“Yet she divorced him?”’ 

“Yes, because 
every time she went 
shopping he urged 
her: ‘Don’t bite on 
the high ones!’ ” 


Huh? 

The literary au- 
thorities who try 
to raise the literary 
level of the great 
commonalty advertise “When Mark 
Twain first wrote Huckleberry Finn,” 
etc. Did Mark write it more than once? 
Or who wrote it afterward? 





One Advantage 
Mildred—Women don’t have so many 
enemies as men have, do you think? 
Clarence—Maybe not, but the women 
seem to get more pleasure out of theirs. 








Resistance Useless 

General Shotten—Why in seven kinds of 
blue blazes did you surrender? 

Major Shelski—I was laboring under a 
great mistake. 

General Shotten—What mistake? 

Major Shelski—The enemy started to 
storm our trenches with cups, saucers, 
skillets and rolling pins. 

General Shotten—What of that? 

Major Shelski—I thought my wife was 
after me and that resistance was useless. 


The H. C. of L. 

“Success in business is merely the 
knack of putting two and two together,” 
remarked the Parlor Philosopher. 

“And making it five,” suggested the 
Mere Man. 


He Knew 
Teacher—Into what classes were the 
people in the Mayflower divided? 
Bright Pupil—Pilgrim fathers, Pilgrim 
mothers, Pilgrim sons and Plymouth 
Rock chickens. 


New York City Nursery Rhymes 


MacDOUGAL ALLEY 
By LOUIS HOW 


_" boys and girls that dally 
In fair MacDougall Alley, 

And catch their hands and sing, 

While dancing in a ring,— 

Oh, they possess uncounted leisure 

For to laugh and leap at pleasure! 


The boys and girls that rally 

In fair MacDougall Alley, 

And clap their hands and shout, 
While dancing round about ,— 

Oh, they possess uncounted leisure 
For to fill their hearts with pleasure! 


Let us all be gay and chant, 
Scorning what we would and can’t; 
Let us make a score to tally 

With the boys and girls that sally 
Into fair MacDougall Alley! 


Somebody ought to tell Congress 
that everything isn’t popular just be- 
cause it is wrong. 
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“Mother, do you think there’s any hope of the war lasting 


till I'm twenty-one?” 


His Optimistic Observation 


“Yep!” said Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 
“T’ve got fourteen children who ort to be able by clubbing to- 
gether to pop me into the poor house when the time comes.”’ 


As the Twig Is Bent 


She—Remember when he was a green country boy and you 
showed him the sights? What a crude interest he took! 


He—He’s the same now except that 
he’d like to take the interest before it 
is accrued. 


Uncensored 
He—yYour soldier friend been in any 
engagement? 
She—How did you guess? 


Fun for the Dog 
First little kitten—Better be good. Do 
you know where mother says bad little 
kittens go when they die? 
Second little kitten—No. Where? 
First little kitten—To dog heaven. 


Perhaps 
5% Ww" do they make the magazines 
So very dull?” said Doyle 
‘To make the ads appear more bright 
By contrast!” answered Boyle. 


Harold Susman. 





The Column Conductor 


HERE’S a snug little nook in the world that I know 
Where humor (unpaid-for) may blossom in type; 
Where verse—rhymed or /ibre—shines like footprints in snow 
And a bright thought may burgeon as soon as it’s ripe. 
And the man who controls it—ah, bright be his halo! 
May he stand at the last as a sheep, not a goat! 
May legions of angels be singing his balow— 
The Column Conductor, the friend of the pote. 
The Column Conductor, 
Unsolemn Conductor, 
The Column Conductor who blesses the pote! 


A squib is the pass on the line that he runs, 
A quatrain or so is enough for a berth 
No baggage transferred—but a packet of puns 
Is enough on his road, for the ends of the earth; 
Vox populi pales; Old Subscriber’s not heeded; 
And e’en Constant Reader might simply be dead; 
While long editorials are skipped as not needed; 
But the Column Conductor’s the one who is read. 
The Column Conductor, 
The'Column Conductor, 
The Column Conductor who lets us be read! 
—Gregory Hartswick. 


The Meanest Man 

“She was a June bride but is asking divorce already.” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“Her husband married to keep from going to war but 
now he’s trying to prove patriotism by clipping everything 
he sees in the papers about the advisability of dress 
economy, and showing it to her.” 


He Qualified 
Examining physician (critically)—I wonder whether 
you have the endurance to make a good soldier. 
Applicant—I have shivered in the same _ steam- 
heated flat for fifteen winters and yet I always say “‘Good 
morning”’ to the landlord when he comes for the rent. 
I have five children, a player piano, a phonograph and a 
vacuum cleaner. All of these frequently operate at the 
same time without disturbing my enjoyment of the evening 


paper. 
Examining physician (slapping him on the back)—Ac- 
cepted! 





Drill sergeant—Now, then, number Two, what's the idea of makin’ all them faces? 


Former movie actor 


I supposed you'd want me to register hate or fury or something. 
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ON THE PICKET LINE 


ROCKS, MONEY AND GROWTH 

OCKS are among the few products of nature which are 

not confirmed and persistent growers. Rocks areé all 
right in their way, being chiefly useful as foundations on which 
to build something else. Rock foundations alone, however, 
are neither beautiful nor useful, except as swimming pools. 
In fact, anybody who essayed to set up housekeeping in a rock 
foundation would soon find himself seized with a complication 
of rheumatism, neuritis, toothache, chilblains and offended 
neighbors. In some sections of the country, the slang for money 
is “rocks,” the idea being that money’s chief value isas a founda- 
tion, and that when it is so used, it becomes a benefit to its 
owner and the community. Money hidden up behind the clock 
or under the mattress, for example, has only a hypothetical 
value. It is earning nothing and helping nobody; and besides, 
the house may burn down or a horse may get in and eat the 
mattress. Money invested, let us say, in a Liberty Bond, is 
working for the nation and yourself. It is the foundation of 
something bigger. The nation won’t burn down, nor will 
anything eat it up. In twenty years the money wil] double 
itself, which is more than it could do if it were under the mat- 
tress. It may seem like a slow process; but the Bermuda Islands 
are composed of bodies of coral polyps piled on each other. 
One hundred dollars, if properly used as a foundation, can do 
more work than a million coral polyps.—K. L. Roberts. 


The Probable Reason 
“CORTER FUNNY that your fourteen children should have 
hopped onto the Presiding Elder as he came around the 
corner of the house in the dusk of the evening, and given 
him such a beating,” remarked a neighbor. 
“T don’t see anything pertickerly funny about it,’ replied 
Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “I reckon it was 


perfectly natural. I’d told ’em a spell before that I couldn’t 
afford to take ’em to the circus next week. They prob’ly 
mistook him for me.” 





The Major—How long have you been in the regiment? 

Prio. Grogan—Wan week, sor—but | fought in the Spanish war. 
The Major—And did you salute with a pipe in your mouth in "98 ? 
Prio. Grogan—No, sor, I wasn’t smokin’ thin. 
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MRS. CLATTERBY HAS AN 
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N upper berth was all that you could get for me? Now 
A you see what comes of putting off things to the last 
minute. I told you two or three days ago that you had 

better get my berth, but you declared that travel was so light at 
this time of the year that not half the berths would be taken. 
Because there were only seven in the whole Pullman the last 
time you went to New York is no sign that there will not be 
more than that on other trains. I told you that—what is that? 
I save fifty cents by having an upper berth? I'd rather pay a 
dollar extra and have a lower berth, and what good will the 
saved fifty cents do me? You will probably think that you 
have that much more 
to spend for cigars. It 
wouldn’t surprise me 
any to know that you 
got an upper berth when 
you might have had a 
lower one just for that 
purpose! A_ pleasant 
thing it is for a lady to 
have to go mounting up 
a step-ladder and be 
pushed into an upper 
berth, now isn’t it? 
And goodness only 
knows who has the 
lower section! I don’t 
see why it is, James, 
that youareso unwilling 
to take the least little 
bit of advice from me. 
I told you several days 
ago that you’d better 
get my berth for me 
and you said that at 
this time of the year— 
how can I put off going 
until to-morrow when 
Cousin Eva’s wedding 
is to-morrow night and 
I am going home ex- 
pressly for it? I can’t 
delay for even one train 
and get there in time. 
I simply have to go to- 
night and I would 
have had a_ lower 
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““Hoo-0-0-0!”” 





MOLE OW WE MOLE GH WE 
WEG MONGYV 
VHE PECK. 





Guardsman (from the city)—‘‘Who goes there?” 
“P-pass, F-friend!” 








MOLE CY VRE 
BAGR MONGV 
BY VAHE SACK. 





ARA KONGY 
6Y VHE FARM. 


UPPER BERTH 


HARBOUR 


berth all right if you had done as I told you and gone to the 
ticket office and—I wish I had gone myself when I was down 
town yesterday. I thought of it, but I didn’t have money 
enough with me to get the berth. I never do have a penny 
more than I need to get what I go down town for and get 
back home. Often I get back home from down town without 
a single copper in my purse, and I can tell you that it is a very 
humiliating feeling and—you know what the feeling is almost 
every day? Then you ought to be able to appreciate how a 
woman feels under such conditions and—however, I wouldn’t 
be any better off now if I had a million dollars in my purse 
so far as that berth for 
to-night is concerned, 
and all because you felt 
yourself above paying 
any attention to your 
wife when it came to 
taking her advice and 
refused to get a berth 
when she told you to 
do so. It was just 
the same the last time 
mamma was here. You 
didn’t apply for her 
section in time and 
never even told us that 
it was an upper berth 
until we got to the 
station and a pleasant 
thing it was for her, 
weighing nearly two 
hundred, to have to 
climb up into an upper 
berth and — disrobe 
there and—one doesn’t 
have to disrobe in one’s 
berth? Yes, and it is 
so pleasant to disrobe 
in the ladies’ dressing- 
room and go streaking 
back to your berth 
before every one in 
your bathrobe or dress- 
ing gown! I always 
feel like some sort of a 
dissolute person when 


(Continued on second page 
Sollowing) 


“Yes, Who!” 


Voice—‘Hoo!” 























Zap. 

















Lieutenant Jane—The enemy are upon us! What shall we do? 


Colonel Isabel—M-m-b-l-m-b-m-l-m. 
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Mrs. Clatterby Has an Upper Berth 
(Continued Srom second preceding page) 

I do that, and, anyhow, the ladies’ dressing-room in a 
Pullman is hardly big enough for two to undress in it and 
usually there are half a dozen waiting for it at the same 
time. The men have a great deal better 
provision made for them on Pullmans; 
but then they are better provided for in 
everything in this world. They look out 
} for their own comfort. You can depend 
upon them doing that! If it had been 
you who was to take this trip instead 
of me I'll warrant you that you would 
have engaged a lower section six days in 
advance. Man is just that kind of an 
animal. Nothing is stronger in him 
than his instinct for self-preservation, self-comfort and self- 
everything! excepting self-sacrifice. It would take a Lick 
telescope to discover much of that in him! But when 
it comes to his wife who is to take a journey by rail, 
he is willing to let her run the risk of having to sleep 
on top of the car or on the trucks, like a tramp! There 
is no earthly reason why I should not have had a nice lower 
section right in the middle of the car for to-night, and I would 
have had it only you refused to get it for me when it was to 
be had and now—well, when a woman has been married as 
long as I have she has suffered worse disillusions than having 
her husband show so little regard for her comfort that he is 
willing to have her go climbing into an upper berth in a Pull- 
man when he might have secured a lower berth for her. I 
read the other day of a woman actually falling out of an upper 
berth when the car lurched and they picked her up in an 
unconscious condition and it was a week before she could 
speak a word or tell—what is that you are muttering to your- 
self? If you must say sarcastic things why not be enough of 
a man and a gentleman to say them out loud? If you had done 
as I said and got that berth—what a temper that man has, 
rushing off and banging the door like that! 





———e, 


THE ECCENTRIC HIRED MAN 

i | HAVE the queerest set of hired men I ever heard of,” said 

the city business man who was deluding himself with the 
belief that he was doing gentleman farming on sundry acres a 
few miles in the country. “There are four of them, and only 
the other day the oldest one advised me to get rid of the rest, 
saying that I had no earthly use for more than one hired man. 
When I told him that four hired men were employed on every 
correctly managed farm, because otherwise it would be im- 


possible to have a quartette, he looked at me in a most peculiar 
manner. 

“The oddest thing about them is that not once yet when 
they came in at the close of day have they lined up and sung, 
‘Say-hadly the cay-hook-oo is cay-halling now! Illy-ay-hoo! 
Lay-hee! Lay-he-e-e-e!’ And all well-regulated hired men 
do that frequently. I have seen ‘Way Down East’ and ‘Daisy, 
the Missouri Girl,’ and several other agricultural dramas, and 
the hired men in them never failed to pursue that course.” 

' —Tom P. Morgan. 


Prepared for the Worst 
She—Some of these days you'll be grandfather to a dear 
pretty baby. 
He—Father-in-law to a pretty dear alimony, more likely! 
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AN UNDYING FRIENDSHIP 
RS. GOTHAMITE (when parting 
with Mrs. Wicks at the seashore) — 
And so our delightful summer is at an 
end. It has been such a pleasure to know 
you and to have you at our table—a kind 
of a meeting of the East and the West, 
as one might say. It is always pleasant 
to form new friendships and ours has 
been a peculiarly delightful one that a 
distance of only a few miles, as we count 




















“Hey, Captain. Come over and give these horses a punch in the eye. 
They won't pull this gun up to the first line trenches.” 


distance in these days, must not prevent 
us from keeping it up. If you are ever in 
New York you are to let us know. You 
will find our number in the telephone 
book and you must ring us up. You will, 
won’t you? 

Mrs. Wicks—I surely will, and if you 
should happen to be in Chicago you must 
do the same with us. We shall never 
forget you, never. And you must let me 
hear from you even if we do not see each 
other. I can’t begin to tell you how I 
have enjoyed meeting you and I don’t 
want to lose sight of you. 

Mrs. Gothamite—No, indeed! 

Mrs. Wicks—No! 

Mrs. Gothamite (in January, to her hus- 
band)—What was the name of 
those people from somewhere out 
West that we met at the shore 
last summer? You know that they 
sat at the same table with us, a 
large florid woman who was always 
rather over-dressed. They were 
from Chicago or Minneapolis or 
Kansas City or somewhere out that 
way. I just happened to think about 
them. Seems to me that the name was 
Wicks or Hicks or Watts or some 
such name as that. Wasn’t the name 
Wicks? 

Mr. Gothamite—There was some one of 


















that name at our table, but you have a 
better memory than I have for I hadn’t 
thought of them since we left the sea- 
shore. 

Mrs. Gothamite—I hadn’t either until 
this minute, and I don’t suppose that I 
will ever think of them again nor they 
of us. —Ellis Evans. 


“What happened to him?” 
“Oh! He tried to tell his deaf and dumb 


brother the names of the new Russian cabinet.” 








VANITY FAIR 
By CLINTON SCOLLARD 


HERE’S a dim and indefinite region 
From every-day mortals apart; 

Its charts, they may number a legion, 

And yet you'll not find any chart 
Whereon you'll discover its border 

To say of a surety—‘‘J?’s there!” 
And nobody knows who’s the warder— 

The warder of Vanity Fair! 


’Tis said that its slopes are all sunny,— 
That, should you persistently plot, 

It’s easy to gain if you’ve money, 
But hard to attain if you’ve not! 

Blue blood here maintains its exhibit, 
(Pride Rampant’s the crest that they 

bear!) 

And there’s folly and foible ad libit.— 

Ad libit. in Vanity Fair! 


There are some who decry it as stupid, 
But haply they cannot get in! 

Here, others declare, young Dan Cupid 
Is worshiped until it’s a sin; 

’Tis rumored that there is a dim rose 
And soft golden tint to the air, 

That the paths are decidedly primrose 
That wander through Vanity Fair! 


Wherever it be (why deny it?) 
It is an undoubtable thing 
We’d many of us like to try it, 
And have for a little our “‘fling”’; 
Join in all the graces and paces, 
The laughter and lilt of it share, 
With faces alight take our places, 
And gambol in Vanity Fair! 


The cook that will stay is a cook 
whether she can cook or not. 
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kinds of pie and cake, the world, that had a somber 
hue before he started in to chew a pathway through 
the bill of fare, seems glad and gay and free from care. 

If any man’s a sorehead dub, just after eating good rich 
grub, he’s one of base, ignoble ends—expunge him from your 
list of friends. There’s something wrong with any gent who 
shows the signs of discontent, when he’s consumed a lot of rolls 
and doughnuts with their tempting holes. 

In this world-famous vale of tears we’re plunged in grief 
up to our ears; and if, at ordinary times, we’re driven to all 
kinds of crimes, by stress of care and evils dire, we should be 
pardoned for our ire. Sometimes, perchance, we beat our 
wives, or carve up cops with butcher knives, or run amuck 
on eager feet, the whole length of the village street, and slaughter 
folks on every hand—but thoughtful people understand. 
They know how strenuous the way that we must follow every 
day; they know the modern stress and strain will undermine 
the soundest brain, and when they see us wildly tread, and leave 
behind a swath of dead, they say, “This modern life 
is—’’ well, the word they use would rhyme with bell. 

We are forgiven all such crimes, I say, at ordinary 
times. But after dinner every man who’s built upon a 
decent plan forgets his workday load of care, and wallows 
in his easy chair, and thanks such gods as he reveres, for 
being in this vale of tears. 

Now touch him for a little loan, and he will gladly shed 
a bone. Now ask him for his daughter Nell, and he’ll pro- 
vide a wedding bell. Now sell him shares in silver mines, 
while he in ecstacy reclines, or sell him farm or house or 
flat—no doubt he’ll even fall for that. 

If you have never felt that way, just after having had 
your hay, if you have never felt at peace with all the 
world and the police, there’s something wrong with you, 
alack! Your carburetor’s out of whack. 


Wi iin a man has filled himself with steak, and divers 


Dental, or Accidental? 
Higgs—What’s the sense of an inquest? 
knows he dug his grave with his teeth. 
Briggs—Somebody told the Coroner they were false. 


Everybody 





Reflect, My Son 


By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIDAY 
A EQUABLE spirit, my son, is more desirable than a real 


estate equity; and a logical mind is greater than gold. 

The fool, when fate handeth him alemon, puckereth his 

mouth and squalleth. Whereas, the wise man squeezeth the 
citrus fruit and adding to its juice the sugar of philosophy and 
water from the wells of thought, behold! he hath lemonade. 

Let the darts and slings of outrageous fortune rain upon him 
and, lo! he gathereth them up and selleth them to a warring 
nation that howleth for more munitions. 

So, my son, when a fickle sweetheart poketh a short-arm 
jab into thy solar plexus, ’twere folly to bump thyself off. 
Reflect, and be consoled by the knowledge that she was not 
really the sweetest, prettiest girl in the world, and her suc- 
cessor may deserve such superlatives. Likewise remember 
that when thou losest one woman, two others will read the 
funeral notice and apply for her place. 

Shouldst thou sit down upon a freshly painted bench and 
arise therefrom resembling a zebra, curse no curses. Neither 
hike homeward by the rear streets. Rather walk with in- 
souciance in public places, and the proletariat will exclaim: 
Verily, ’tis a new style. Hither, tailor, and copy it! 

When thine engine contracteth a fatal sickness and dieth 
upon a lonely road, bite not the barbs off the wire fence, nor 
make faces at the pumpkins in the field. A period of medita- 
tion will bring unto thee appreciation of the gas thou art 
saving. And while thou art meditating, the voice of reason 
wilt whisper unto thee, saying: Grieve not, for eventually the 
ubiquitous Flivver will pass this way and haul thee in. 

To drag thy feet and cling to the furniture when a maiden 
throweth in the come-along clutch and starteth with thee to 
the altar is unwise. Instead philosophize thus: Permelia 
is a peach, and many are prunes. Were it not this one, ’twould 
be another. Hence it is folly to kick, thereby scuffing my 
oxfords; or to call a policeman, who wouldst only grin and tell 
me to g’wan or be pinched for resisting a lady. 

Verily, my son, I say unto you: When fate coppeth thee 
upon the conk, save the copper. There is ever a junkman just 
around the corner who wilt pay thee well. 

Though fate will continue to bat thy bean unceasingly, in 
time thou canst do some batting also. Yea, even when she 
putteth all her smoke upon the ball dnd sendeth it over the 
plate with intent to fan thee, thou wilt be able to connect for 
a home run. And the grandstands wilt huzzah. Selah. 











Ravksdabe Krqu- 
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Mrs. Flatuous—~Y¥ es, my oldest daughter is going as an interpreter. 
speaks French quite flippantly! 
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By J. A. 





O A 


WOMAN 


WALDRON 





dinner to inspire dancing, and even on the piazzas, where 

the music did not interfere with conversation, young 
couples preémpted spaces here and there to whirl and circle 
to the silent resentment of some persons who had passed the 
age of joyous animation. 

The night was hot, for the breeze 
was seaward, and women in scanty 
attire ignored wraps. One, strikingly 
handsome, sat alone looking out upon 
the moonlit water. Two others, 
neither of whom had a lure that would 
change even local history, were 
talking about her. 

“She never dances,” said one of 
them. “And have you noticed how 
she freezes every chap who ventures to ask her?” 

“But she loves to pose. And isn’t that gown daring?” was 
the other’s comment. 

“Almost as frank as her beach costumes. Did you see her 
on the beach this morning?” 

“See her! How could one help it? With that cloak flying 
as she runs she carries more sail than a cup-winning yacht!” 

“And what style! What pretense! Think of a woman these 
days having a Japanese boy for the service a maid should 
perform!”’ 

“Yes. One has to go back to the Sedan-chair period for 
anything like it. It was the Sedan-chair period, wasn’t it, 
when painters showed the beauties of the day with small 
Ethiopians holding up their trains?” 


Tei hotel band was playing. It was long enough after 
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“Was it? But that doesn’t matter. Why should one wear 
such a cloak as she wears on the beach for a few moments when 
one shows every line and curve in the water?” 

“Every line and curve! Almost every play of the muscles, 
you should say!” 

“But she isn’t muscular, dear. Whatever we may think of 
her, she is beautiful physically—feminine to her retroussé nose!” 

“Why lug in French? Her nose turns up, actually!” 

“Come, dear! We musn’t be jealous of her appearance! 
But who is she? And I can’t get over that Japanese 
boy! What an innovation! Who ever heard of such a— 
such a—” 

“You forget that some women—I’ve heard that great 
actresses do—have men servants even for the toilette—or a 
man servant. Actresses—some actresses, perhaps the foreign- 
ers—have one to dress them for their characters.” 

“But that’s different, really. Acting is a business, or at 
least a profession.” 

“And we don’t know just what this Japanese boy does. 
He seems just to run errands, and to hold her cloak while she 
is in the surf. Look! There he is now, whispering to her! 
And there he goes!” 

And the strikingly handsome woman opened a telegram 
her Japanese boy had handed to her, and settled back to 
watch the moonlit sea. 

“But who is she? No one seems to know. And she keeps 
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to herself so! 
“T asked the room clerk who she was. I thought he would 
bite me! He is so uncivil.” 
“But he isn’t really uncivil, dear. A hotel clerk just can’t 





be uncivil, you know. They wouldn’t let him. He probably 
thought you were too curious. What did he say?” 

“He evidently thought it was none of my business, though 
he didn’t say so. He said ‘the lady is here incog. I don’t 
know who she is. But she is some one of note, who wants to 


be quiet.’ And then he turned to answer some one else’s 
questions.” 
“Why! The idea! How can one stop at a hotel without 


registering?” 

“But she may not register her real name. Haven’t you 
heard of great personages keeping their identity secret—for 
diplomatic or other reasons?” 

“Yes. But she isn’t a diplomat. 
you think she may be a German spy?” 

“What nonsense! Look! She’s flirting with that dis- 
tinguished-looking man who just came in. Making eyes at 
him! And he’s making eyes back! But isn’t he careful about 
it! You’d think butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth! He’s 
asly one! He looks as dignified as a bishop, but a bishop would 
never wear such a stylish suit. I wonder who he is!” 

A third woman came up and greeted the two gossippers 
with her finger on her lips. “I told you, didn’t I, that I should 
find out? See that fine-looking man who just came in? That’s 
Obadiah Smith, the copper king. Worth millions and millions.” 

“Why,” said one of the others wide-eyed, ‘“‘he was sued for 
divorce by his wife the other day!” 

“Yes,” said the newcomer. “And the papers were sealed. 
But my husband is a lawyer, you know. He’s in the case. 
And he just told me, in confidence... . 

“But Obadiah Smith must be a gay one! He’s flirting with 
her.” And the gossiper indicated the strikingly handsome 
woman, who had risen and was moving indoors, while 
Obadiah Smith’s eyes followed her. 

“Flirting with her!” sniffed the 
““why, she’s the co-respondent!”’ 


She’s too pretty. Do 
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lawyer’s wife, 


AMBITIONLESS AMBITION 


By BERTON BRALEY 


OMETIMES when I weary of life that is spent 
In worry and struggle and strife, 
I envy the simple and solid content 
Of those who go plodding through life; 
Who stick to conventional ways till they die 
With no more “ambish” than a mouse, 
The common-place people who rent or who buy 
A model two-family house. 


A grass-patch in front and a back-yard behind 
A porch with a roof and a rail, 
A residence type that is planned and designed 
And built by the thousand—for sale; 
O often I dream of a place just like that 
From which I could drive care “ Heraus!” 
And placidly vegetate while I grew fat 
In a model two-family house. 


No heights of achievement, no depths of despair, 
But comfort and quiet and ease, 
My pipe and my paper, my soft easy chair 
How placid I could be with these, 
With common-place business and common-place friends 
My high aspirations I’d douse 
Complacently ambling through life till it ends 
In a model two-family house. 





"——” 


“6 HY” is one of the most dangerous words in the lan- 
guage. Any nation which wants to remain in statu quo; 
which wants to cling lovingly to the good old times that never 
existed; which believes in the conservation of stagnation, should 
be very sparing of its “whys.” “Why” is the opposite of faith. 
So long as we have faith in the divine right of kings, for in- 
stance, everything is lovely (for the kings), but when we begin 
to ask why, uneasy lies the head that wears the crown. 

So long as we have faith in the indispensability of monopo- 
lists, there is no hope for the common people, but when we 
begin to ask why, uneasy grips the hand that clips the coupon. 

So long as we assume that knowledge of existing laws is more 
important than opinions and judgments as to what the laws 
should be, the lawyers are in fine fettle, but when we begin to 
ask why, uneasy lies the head that weaves legal technicalities. 

So long as we assume that a year or two in a medical college 
will turn a portion of the human race into scientific saints, we 
may be happy with the bodily ills that beset us, but when we 
begin to ask why, uneasy moves the hand that wields the 
scalpel. 

So long as we assume that a political orator is putting up a 
good argument simply because he is talking nonsense loudly 
and pounding the table, our reverence for government is su- 
preme, but when we begin to ask why, uneasy stand the feet 
that are sppported by a political platform.—Ellis O. Jones. 


As It Were 
She—Well, she married him, but his income is all tied up in 
alimony to his first wife. 
He—Sort of matrimony ex div., as it were. 
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“Waiter, did you live in Philadelphia as a boy?’’ 


“No, sir. Why do you ask, sir?” 
“I thought maybe you knew this chicken.” 
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AT THE HADDON COUNTRY CLUB, HADDONSFIELD, N. J. 


Harry—Stella’s father had to get up and tell Charlie to go home when he was calling on her the other night. 


Bess—Yes, Charlie says it 


was a case of one up and one to go. 





SEIN MRE 


STATE it as a fact, and will 
respectfully wait if anybody 
wishes to contradict, that all 
humor is accompanied by pain. 


The World is So Full of Trouble 


By HOMER 


With the wonderful being at 
my side, I drove over one day 
to call on Aunt Minnie, who was 


CROY ‘ 
excusably anxious to see one who 
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Wore 


I have in mind an incident 
that happened to me when I was very young, in love and 
the world was full of trouble. 

In my part of the country it was the fashion to photograph 
children destitute of all clothes. The strange thing is that 
parents who so photographed their children loved them 
and expected their children to love them when they were 
grown up. 

I myself was so photographed, lying in a_ washbowl, 
kicking high what were supposed to be my attractive 
legs. 

This picture came to be the bane of my life. Everywhere I 
went I was sure to encounter it. It came to be such a sword 
hanging over my head that I thought that Damocles and I 
had much in common. 

I had fallen in love with the most beautiful radiant creature 
in the world. It hurt me to see Sadie going about among coarse 
humans who would make jokes about the limbs of a table. 
She was too delicate and too pure to mingle with people who 
said garters; and during the divine moments I was with her I 
was in a constant fever of perspiration for fear that some crude 
but well intentioned soul would mention underwear in her 
presence. 
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might, some day, be a relative. To 
make her feel at home, what should Aunt Minnie do but 
commit the unforgivable sin. 

“Oh, Miss Dawson,” exclaimed Aunt Minnie, “did you ever 
see how he looked when he was a baby? He was just too cun- 
ning for anything.” 

With that she thrust the awful wash-bowl picture into 
Sadie’s pure hand, while I sat stunned and silent. There, 
without a stitch on, my photographic self stared up at precious 
Sadie. There was nothing on me; not even a fig leaf—in fact 
I would have looked on a fig leaf in the light of a union suit. 
The event was so calamitous, so awful that I could find no 
word to say. Perspiration broke out on my forehead, while I 
staggered out to the kitchen under pretense of getting a 
drink. 

On the way home I could find little or nothing to say, 
and never again did I call on Sadie. Soon a coldness sprang 
up between us and when I married it was to a girl from 
Florida. 

If children come to bless our home, I shall see to it that they 
are photographed while sleighing, or building a whimsical 
snow man. It is only by such considerate acts that we 
progress. 








JUDGE’S ARTISTIC ALPHABET 


IS FOR PADDOCK. 
Whatever 
He draws is delightfully- 
clever. 
His girls’ eyes are lu- 
minous, 
Deep and bituminous— 
His Cupids a happy en- 


deavor. 





O FOR AN ARTIST 
~< named —QUEER 
That there shouldn’t be 


one around here! 
WANTED: Artist or 
two 
Whose names start 
with Q. 
- Apply ART DEPART- 
MENT, in rear. 





IS FOR ROGERS 
and B 


For Barksdale, whose 


couples at tea 
Or elsewhere employed, 





Are greatly enjoyed. 
Did you know they are 
drawn by a she? 





. “SS 
2 
Brnbodale K os 
Things We’d Like to See 
1. The doctor who cut out our appendix cut out the appen- 
dix of the lawyer who handled our suit against the railway for 
damages in that accident. 
2. The lawyer who handled our suit against the railway 
handle a suit against anything or anybody for the doctor who 
cut out our appendix. 
3. Their respective bills. 








—Harry Shipman Brown. 


The Way They Do It 

Visitor (approvingly)—I am glad to see that your fellow 
students take their physical training exercises right out in the 
open. But isn’t that young man there overdoing it a bit? He 
looks as if he will burst a blood vessel, if he isn’t careful. 

College Guide (pityingly)—That ain’t calisthenics, madam. 
He’s givin’ ’em the frat sign of the Shinbone and Caterpillars, 
the most exclusive bunch in college. 





Enlightenment 


By LAWTON MACKALL 


T LAST Ihave found out the awful truth about humanity. 

A I never even suspected it. Till last evening I went along 

my way cheerfully, blindly, never guessing that my 
fellow-men were steeped in evil. 

But now I know. My eyes have been opened. For last 
night I went to one of those enlightening film dramas that 
reveal life as it is. It was called “Her Blackest Sin,” and it 
comprised nine reels of terrible truth. 

It was one of those fine moral sermons to which every mother 
ought to take her son, and every niece ought to take her uncle, 
and every stepaunt ought to take her Pekingese. 

I only wish my daughter could have seen it; 
haven’t any daughter, she couldn’t have. 

This drama shows how a handsome but thoughtless woman 
may sink in sin without ever meaning to. Yes, the strange and 
pitiful part about it is that she really never intended to be a 
fallen, crime-seared creature. She sins witlessly: she is 
scenarioed into it. Perhaps she is too anxious to please. She 
appears at wild cabarets and wears gowns that are cut to the 
quick, not because she desires to of her own accord, but because 
it is expected of her by the audience. Lack of firmness leads 
to her undoing: she is first pliant, then supple, then sinuous. 
She displays too little backbone, and too much. 

Poor woman, what chance has she amid so many dress 
suits? Only too late does she learn that stiff bosoms cover 
none but hard hearts, and that there is no gleam so sinister as 
that of a silk hat. 

Innocent at first, hardly a reel passes before she begins to 
stop and work her face, just the way the villains stop and 
work their faces. (Of course, being still a modest woman, she 
does this only in the privacy of a close-up.) By the seventh 
reel even her high-minded husband has become affected with 
the taint, and is stopping and working his face. 

And so the drama progresses, growing blacker and more 
enlightening every minute. I can’t be too grateful to the pro- 
ducers of this film for the unflinching way in which they ac- 
cepted the responsibility of my innocence and warned me. If 
they had not, I should probably have gone to the end of my 
days without ever knowing that people were at bottom only 
smiling criminals. 

But now, thank goodness, I’m warned and on my guard. 
I’m posted on sin. When aman comes up to me and shakes my 
hand, I’l] know he’s a hawk looking for a home to break up; 
and when a woman smiles at me, I’ll know she’s a vampire. 

They won’t catch me! I'll just watch them surreptitiously 
when they are off their guard until I see them working their 
faces, and then I’ll have them! 

For now I aman expert onevil. That film showed me the 
thrilling seductions of a life of vice; so that if I am ever con- 
fronted by them I shall be able to recognize them at once and 
say how do you do. And at the end there was one of those 
solemn moral warnings, such as everybody thinks everybody 
else is supposed to need; so in future I shall know what to 
avoid in that line. 

And this entire transformation of my life cost me only ten 
cents. 


but as I 


His Probable Object 
“Mercy! What do you suppose the baby is crying for?” 
asked the worried young mother. 
“For exercise, probably,” a trifle grimly replied the young 
father. “We have given him everything else.” 
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Another Economic Waste 


By DON HEROLD 


HIS morning we went through the prickly process of 
husking the pins out of a new two-dollar shirt. We 
always wear a pair of furnace mittens when undoing 

a new shirt. (See illustration above.) 

As we plucked a pin here and a pin there, it struck us that 
there would be a lot better chance for the Allies to win the war 
if there were fewer pins in new shirts. 

We had just read in the paper that the women of Hoboken 
were planning to wear their skirts shorter in order to save mate- 
rial, and our wife (see illustration above) had just been discuss- 
ing the possibility of shortening the war a few days by our moving 
our back fence six inches farther back in order to make room for 
another row of lettuce. We were in a thoughtful, an economico- 
thoughtful mood. 

As we unpinned and unpinned, the pins fell around us until 
we were knee deep. There was metal on every hand, at least 
$1.90 worth of it piled up on every hand on the floor—meta! 
that might have been made into cannon balls with which to 
shoot at, or in the vicinity of, that enemy of ours (that enemy 
toward whom we have such strangely mixed feelings of friend- 
ship and enmity), The German Retreating Army. 

That was only one phase of the waste we saw. 

There was our time. 

In that half hour or so, we might have whittled dozens of 
bows and arrows for the boys at the front, or knitted dozens 
of socks for the soldiers’ feet or dozens of grenades for the 
soldiers’ hands. 

So we herewith start a movement. 

PINLESS SHIRTS! 

If the shirtmakers don’t care enough about their country to 
quit wasting pins, let us bring pressure to bear as individuals. 
If necessary, let us abstain from shirts. Or, at least, let us write 
to our congressman. (Still, on second thought, it might be 
better not to get this thing before congress. It might fascinate 
congress for a month or so, and the issue, we admit, is not that 
important.) 

But here is something that we can all do, and there are so 
few things these days that we can all do. 

PINLESS SHIRTS! 

Aad, by the way, do you use more water than you need in 
your morning bath? If you do, you are doing just that much to 
make the world unsafe for democracy. 


Woman’s Activities 
“Remarkable how women have hurled themselves into the 
breach since the war began!” 
“Yes, and did you ever notice that when woman hurls her- 
self into a breach she immediately hurls herself into breeches?”’ 


THE ANGUISH OF ART 


‘¢ A RT is all right, I reckon, but too much of it around a first- 
class hotel can mighty easy prove the ruination of the 
landlord,” admitted mine host of the Petunia tavern. “Now, 
there is Clytie, the hefty dining-room girl; she didn’t have any 
more on her mind than the average waitress until she took to 
ruminating around the movies. But, pretty soon she was rolling 
her eyes and uttering gestures at the slightest provocation, and 
handing the guests at the table their orders as if she was spurn- 
ing base gold. And it wasn’t long until she announced that she 
was cut out by a merciful Providence to be a motion picture 
star, and was referring to her ART about every time she turned 
around. As I understood it, in spite of the fact that she is 
shaped right smartly like the back of a hack, she ’peared to 
consider that emotional acting was her predestined prey. 

“The other evening at the supper table she wanted a young 
drummer to guess which well-known movie star she looked so— 
ee-hee! hee!—much like. Of course, if he had had any sense 
he wouldn’t have said it, but she ort to have remembered that 
drummers will be drummers and there ain’t no help for it. But 
he didn’t, and she didn’t, either. Clytie was for a good while a 
waitress on a boarding car for a railroad construction gang, 
and when he answered, ‘Fatty Arbuckle,’ she just decapitated a 
ketchup bottle on his head, and followed with about three reels 
of coffee pots, cream pitchers, sugar bowls, plates, platters, 
and one thing and another, all loaded with viands the price of 
which is climbing aloft every minute like a monkey up a flag-pole. 

“It took the rest of us quite a spell to pry her loose, and it 
was half an hour before she quit snorting about her honor having 
been lampooned. Mebby—but I figger that she just simply 
got carried away so far by her ART that she couldn’t get back 
without help.” —Tom P. Morgan. 





The Chinese republic now knows the folly of starting in 
business with a President too inadequately Colonel Housed. 
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“O 
First Aviator—If you like her so well, why don’t you ask her to marry you? 
Second Aviator—Gosh ! | haven't got the nerve ! 








Express Agent (In a Prohibition Town) 


SAYS J. FULLER GLOOM: 


AM ready and willing to sacrifice an entirely able-bodied 

brother-in-law on the altar of my country. 

Whenever I encounter a man who says “By Jove!” I usually 
find that there is something else the matter with him. 

I have ceased trying to convince other people that I am 
right when it does not make any difference whether I am or not. 

What makes me especially impatient with the average 
bore is that he appears to feel it his bounden duty to bore my 
head for the simples. 

I am getting tired of having practically everybody who talks 
with me carry the idea that I am steeped in either abysmal 
ignorance or wilful sin. or both. 





Say, Doc, better send down for this case of books—they’re leaking ! 


I was born a pessimist and have developed by degrees into 
an enemy of humanity.: But I have never indulged my hatred 
for my species to the extent of writing chain letters. 

—Tom P. Morgan. 
The Choir Invisible 

She—How is your daughter coming on with her lessons on 
the harp? 

He—Well, her mother isn’t quite so keen on going to heaven. 


Parliamentary Inquiry 
M. D.—Frankly, all that saved you was your constitution. 
Patient—Well, Doc, aren’t you soaking me pretty stiff for 
adopting a few constitutional amendments? 
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SUFFRAGE FACTS AND FANCIES by Anna Cadogan Etz 


If Women Raise Their Boys to be Soldiers 
F WOMEN raise their boys to be sol- 
] diers, then women must soldier on the 
job, for the story comes that three 
out of four applicants for the job of 
soldier boy are rejected. 

Because they can’t see straight; be- 
cause their feet are flat; because their 
teeth are bad: even for such avoidable 
defects as these are mother-raised boys 
denied the right to serve in the ranks. 

Are women such pacifists that they 
deliberately turn out a product unfit for 
military service? That seems hard to 
believe. 

Then should the fault be charged up 
to women that our line of national defense 
is but a fourth of what it might be? 
Well, as to that, the military gentleman 
from whom the facts were culled never 
mentioned mother as the guilty party. 
He laid it to the school. 

Joy! The day is passing when every 
human failure is blamed on to women. 
That overworked motto ‘Cherchez la 
Femme” can be taken down from the 
wall and thrown in the ash can. 


“Disfigured and Out of the Ring’ 

WENT to do my bit in taking the 

military census of New York State. 
The polling place was in a barn down a 
long lane where I had voted on tax 
questions many times when it had al- 
ways been filled with men, and the 
workers received $7.50 a day. But what 
a change! It now contained baby car- 
riages with appropriate contents, a line 
of women busily working for nothing, and 
the only men were the ones who came to 
register. 

The ward committeeman peeped in 
about closing time, to see how the women 
were getting on. A policeman came to 
escort the record to the city hall. I went 
unescorted up the long, dark lane back 
to a home I had deserted just at supper 
time. 

I was but one of a large army of 
women. My deserted husband and 
kitchen were but samples of thousands. 
Yet we listened in vain for the howl of 
protest from the myriads of men who had 
voted “no” on the woman suffrage 


amendment because they believed that 
the polling place would contaminate 
women, and that if women voted, hus- 
bands’ dinners would be uncooked. Not 
a sound. These men had disappeared 
from the face of the earth as completely 
as a sum on a slate over which a wet 
sponge has been passed. 

The women received nothing but pzans 
of praise, and incidentally must have 
saved the state about a million dollars. 
But one or more ancient and honorable 
anti-suffrage arguments are lying “dis- 
figured and out of the ring” in the back 
ally of some millions of minds. 


What Women Bring to Politics 

N New York State where a voter is 

relieved of all responsibility on elec- 
tion day; where a paid worker in a glass 
hack will collect him and tote him both 
to the registration place and the polling 
place if necessary: even so to get the 
voter in sufficient numbers to carry 
a party ticket sometimes takes barrels 
of money. 

This being so, imagine the plight of the 
political parties in Arkansas where the 
voter has to pay a poll tax. There the 
problem of getting the voter voted is 
more than the problem of the hour. It 
is a carking perennial care. 

Into this political atmosphere loomed 
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the women of Arkansas equipped with the 
right to vote at primaries. The men 
had troubles enough of their own getting 
the poll tax out of super-pocketed males. 
They could not be expected to worry 
over pocketless females. 

So it was up to the women who forth- 
with womanlike made a party out of a 
perplexity. Man may be a social animal, 
but woman is past master at the social 
game. The festivity achieved by the 
ingenuity of the women was the mock 
primary, and the immediate result of its 
first appearance was a registration of one 
thousand. It charmed alike the poll 
tax out of the men as well as the women. 
And if the report runs true, it is now 
touring the state, a moving illustration 
of the sort of contribution women can be 
counted on to bring to politics. 


Here Today and There Tomorrow 
ye was pleasant to learn, as the suffra- 

gists did from a member of the Mex- 
ican Embassy, that the new Mexican 
Constitution makes no invidious com- 
parisons between male and female citi- 
zens; that a person of legal age earning 
an honest living is a voter; that women 
not only can, but have qualified; that 
women not only have voted, but their 
votes have been counted—which is not 
always so sure to follow. The deponent 
was an eye witness. 

At that point in the recital, the page of 
joy reversed itself and became a thing of 
gloom. Hermila Galinda, the young and 
beautiful woman so exultantly reported 
as elected to the Mexican Congress, the 
fair rival of our Jeanette on the Amer- 
ican Continent, just missed the goal for 
which she so gallantly ran. 

There was once a congressman who 
became famous for “not knowing where 
he was at.” Alack-a-day, that is the 
plight of the suffragists to-day. In the 
grand final rush toward votes for women 
all over the world, what the press hands 
over as a hot pancake one day, proves 
but a cold one the next. If there is one 
thing more than another abroad in the 
suffrage world, it is a perplexed advo- 
cate asking helplessly, ‘Where are 
we at?” 
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“It’s a pity Alf ain’t ’ere, Bert; ’e can 
play the piana wonderful.”—Bystander 
(London). 





Those Dear Girls 
The little puss—He wore my photograph 
over his heart and it stopped the bullet. 
The cat—I’m not surprised, darling. It 
would stop a clock.—London Answers. 








Le veinard! Il a trouvé un lit! 


“The son-of-a-gun! He’s found a bed!”’— 
Le Dele-Mele (Paris). 
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He—Would you mind if I were to kiss 
you? 

She—Well, I’m not one of those con- 
scientious objectors, if that’s what you 
mean.—London Opinion. 


None Seemed to Fit 
“T’ve tried all kinds of wartime foods, 
but none of them seems to fit my case.” 
“What is it you are troubled with?” 
“‘An appetite.” 





London Answers. 

















Allons! fuyons! le bateau est torpillé!! 
—Une minute, mon ami; tu ne voudrais pas que je 

monte sur le pont avec une pareille coiffure!! 
“Hurry! Flee! The boat is torpedoed!!” 
‘Just a minute, dear; you wouldn’t want 
me to go on deck with my hair like this!!””— 


Le Rire (Paris). 





























“I say, mother, isn’t it extravagant of 
Mrs. Browne-Smythe in these times? She’s 
had two babies at once.”’—Sketch (London). 


Important 
Skinner—What are you doing about the 
rationing? 
Podmore—Oh when meal-time comes I 
tighten my belt. 
Skinner—From the outside or the inside. 
—Punch (London). 

















“We're not little wretches—we’re the 
tanks!’’—Tatler (London). 
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Five brilliant 
paintings by | 


James Montgomery Flagg 
Mary Lane McMillan 
Paul Stahr 


in full colors, 9x12 
inches, mounted ona 


“WALL-NUTS” “GOOD-NIGHT, NURSE” heavy mat, ready for 
be nes Montgomery vie th e tra mM e, f or 


One 
Dollar 


(25 cents apiece) 


Just pina bill, check, | 
money-order or} 
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“CAPTAIN KIDD’S TREASURE” bel OW 9 fi ll 1 nN you r 


By James Montgomery Flagg 


name, and send it in 
to-day to the Art 
Print Department. 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 


225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 





Please send me the five pictures from Judge, for which 
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Meet Your Movie Favorite 
hes making of a movie is almost 


as full of romance and ad- 
venture as the finished film itself. 
There’s many a laugh and prank 
that happens “off-stage” that never 
reaches the screen. 


You can meet your favorites in- 
formally in the columns of FILM 
FUN.. Besides their chatty stories 
and the striking pictures of the 
new features soon to be released, 
you'll find the magazine full of 
laughter and fun all its own. 


FILM FUN 


$1.00 a year 
Published by 


LESLIE-JUDGE CoO. 
225 Fifth Avenue - - New York 


10 cents a copy 











Trial Offer RIGBY’S CARAMELS 





Full Cream and Home Made 











Eat Five at My Expense 


The most delicious confection you have ever tasted, and we 


prove it to your satisfaction. Send fora one pound box parcels | 
post paid, EAT FIVE OF OUR BIG CARAMELS, if satisfied | 
remit 8oc for the pound If not, return the box to us less the 
five you have eaten and you owe us nothing. 
Six different kinds packed in a box. 
A suggestion for your Comfort Kit. 


THE H. J. RIGBY COMPANY 
1367 Broadway o%e New York City 











Manhattan Square Hotel 
50 to 58 West 77th Street, New York 

300 Rooms, 225 with bath and shower || 

OPPOSITE MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORY 


Surrounded by parks, half a block of entrance to Central 
Park. Convenient to everything. 


Room with use of bath $1.50 per day 
Parlor, bedroom and bath with shower for 

one or two persons $3.00 per day 
Parlor, two bedrooms and baths, shower, three 

or four persons $5.00 to $8.00 per day 





Excellent Restaurant, Moderate Prices 
Club Breakfast, 30 Cents 


H. FROHMANN, Pres. GEORGE H. O’HARE, Mer. 














HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses 
30 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N.J 
\LL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


[HOTEL WEBSTER | *S..cesmaes 


Just off Sth Ave. 
The most beautiful of 
the City's small hotels. Four minutes’ walk to 40 Theatres. Center 
of shopping district. Much favored by women traveling alone 
$2.50 up. Send for Booklet A. W. JOHNSON QUINN. 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for ‘‘Needed Inventions” and ‘“‘How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Ragdolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. ©. 














| With the College Wits | 


A Cheering Thought— “I dreamed last 
night that I had died and gone to hell.” 

“Well, it might have been worse.” 

“Huh?” 

“It might have been true.” —Jack O’Lan- 
tern. 





In the Subtle Suburbs—Prince Al- 
bert—Country people are so refined. 

Lord Salisbury—Yes, they all have such 
fine manors.—Chaparral. 


Under False Colors—Gordon G.—What 
kind of girl is she, anyway? 

J. Walker—Oh, she’s just a blonde—with 
a brunette reputation.—Record. 


Consider the Mule— Compare the 
second lieutenant with the commissariat 
mule. When they wish to take a really im- 
portant mule in safety anywhere, they 
cover him with second lieutenants.—Tiger 
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The four o’clock male.—Record. 

Let’s Go Down and See It—Geor- 
gette—What is Annette Kellerman appearing 
in? 

George—Oh, nothing.—W idow. 


Unfortunately—Dentist—Do you want 
your tooth pulled? 

Patient—Certainly not; but ii has to be 
pulled just the same.—Buwrr. 


The Limit—‘Bill’s a terrible sponger.” 

“Ves?” 

“Even laughs at your expense.’ 
Cow. 


"—Pur ple 


Slip — She— How wonderful! You 
never think of anything but me. 

He—Nothing else. Did you say your 
father was out?—Froth. 


Fourteen Days in C. B.,—Captain— 
Your rank, sir? 

Rookie—Don’t rub it in, cap! That’s just 
what the sergeant told me—Record. 





A Useful Sense—S/e—That poor beggar 
was deaf, dumb and blind. 

He—Yes, but he had a sense of touch.— 
Siren. 
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LOOK 


FOR NEXT WEEK'S 


JUDGE 


An Amusing Cover By 
WILL RANNELLS, entitled 


*‘A Boy Scout’’ 


Other illustrations, many of them with a war 
atmosphere, by 
ORSON LOWELL 
Cc. W. ANDERSON 
C. BERTRAM HARTMAN 
WESTMACOTT 
C. W. KAHLES 
ZIM 


J. CONACHER 
LAUREN STOUT 
J. R. SHAVER 
CALVERT 
WALTER de MARIS 
L. E. KAUTZMAN 
KEMBLE 
FLOHRI 
L. FELLOWS 
NORMAN ANTHONY 
F. L. FITHIAN 
JAMES E. LeSUEUR 
DON HEROLD 


PHIL ROSA and others. 


A Very Entertaining Story 
By GEORGE HIBBARD is a Feature 


and other text is by 

WALT MASON 
DOUGLAS MALLOCH 
BENJAMIN DeCASSERES 
TED ROBINSON 
LOUIS HOW 
KENNETH ROBERTS 

J. A. WALDRON 


TOM P. MORGAN 


ALBERT E. HOYT and others 
who make JUDGE 


* The Happy Medium™ 
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The Wail of the Cat 
My master’s off to seek the woods, 
My lady’s on the ocean, 
The cook and butler fled last night, 
But where, I’ve not a notion. 
The tutor and the boys have skipped, 
I don’t know where to find them: 
But teli me do they never think 
Of the cat they left behind them? 


I haven’t any place to sleep, 
I haven’t any dinner. 
The milkman never comes my way: 
I’m growing daily thinner. 
The butcher and the baker pass, 
There’s no one to remind them; 
O tell me do they never think 
Of the cat they left behind them? 


The dog next door has hidden bones, 
They’re buried in the “‘arey”’; 

The parrot’s boarding at the zoo, 
And so is the canary. 

The neighbors scatter free from care, 
There’s nothing here to bind them: 

I wonder if they never think 
Of the cat they left behind them? 

—From the Annual Report of the New York 
Women’s League for Animals, Inc. 


But—‘Economy is plentiful enough.” 

“Well?” 

“But is usually applied in one direction 
to enable somebody to make a splurge in 
another.” —Kansas City Journal. 


Shadows of History—‘William the 
Conqueror,” read the small boy from his 
history, “landed in England in 1066 A. D.” 

“What does A. D. stand for?” inquired 
the teacher. 

The small boy pondered. 

“T don’t exactly know,” he said. ‘“‘ May- 
be it’s ‘after dark.’”—New York Times. 


Why He Resigned—‘Why did you 
resiga from the Don’t Worry Club?” 

“T discovered that the way the rest of 
them got out of worrying was by telling all 
their troubles to me.”’—Boston Transcrift. 


Transient —‘“‘Does your family have 
any trouble with servants?” 

“No,” replied Mr. Crosslots. “I don’t 
believe any of them stay around the place 
long enough to become really troublesome.— 
Washington Star. 


The Time Will Come —‘The dances 
are getting worse.” 

“Oh, hardly.” 

“So they seriously say.”’ 

“Is it possible that the time will come 
when people will refer regretfully to the 
stately old-fashioned fox trot?”— Kansas 
City Journal. 


Two Ways—Knicker—What are the 
two ways of helping Uncle Sam? 

Bocker—Do and do without.—New York 
Sun. 


A Good Suggestion —Stranded Pas- 
senger—W ho’s that singing in there? 

Boy—That’s the station master—’e’s got 
80 little to do now, there ain’t many trains 
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If you can draw a little and want to draw 
| more, you have an opportunity to learn at 
small expense to yourself. 
EUGENE ZIMMERMAN hasan established 


reputation as a cartoonist. 


He has put some of the tricks of his trade 
into a book, 
“Cartoons and Caricatures’ 


bound neatly in 34 morocco, which will be 
sent to you prepaid on receipt of $1.00. 


ZIM BOOK 


8-11 Brunswick “— .. 225 Fifth Ave., New York _ 




















Light a pipe for our boys in the trenches! 





25c sends a big package of tobacco 
Enough to make one of our gallant defenders happy for a week. Ali the bother of mailing will be borne 
by us. Prominent magazines and newspapers stand back of this movement. The space for this adver- 
tisement is given free by the publisher of Lestre’s and JupcGe. 
A War Souvenir for You 

A feature of this Fund is that in each package is enclosed a post card addressed to the donor. If 
these come back from those whose dreary days have been cheered by your kindness, they will be war 
souvenirs you will treasure forever. 

Send Your 25c NOW 

Dive into your pocket. Out comes a quarter. Mail it at once—currency, stamps or money order. 
The quicker it comes, the quicker our boys will have their smokes. A similar fund in England has sent 
over four million packages to soldiers and sailors. 

Send your contributions or make your checks payable to 


“OUR BOYS IN FRANCE TOBACCO FUND,” 25 West 44th Street, New York 
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“Are My Lips on Straight ”’ 


By JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 
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JUDGE ART PRINT 
225 Fifth Ave., New York City 





Romeike’s Press Cutting Bureau 


will send you all newspaper clippings 

which may appear about you, your 

friends, or any subject on which you may 

want to be “ up-to-date.” Every news- 
per and periodical of importance in the 
nited States and Europe is searched. 

Terms $5.00 for 100 notices. 

HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 








HOTEL VENDIG {20 feswhere 
Most Popular in Philadelphia 
250 Rooms and Baths, $2.00 up 


Running ice water in every room. 
Excellent service in grill and cafe. 


JAMES C. WALSH, Manager 














“MADE AT KEY WEST— 





stop ’ere, so ’e’s settin’ the timetable to 
music for the porters to learn when they 
come back from the war.’’—London Opinion. 


Drawing the Line—We were talking 
with a theatrical manager the other day 
about the next season’s bookings. 

“Are you going to give the public what it 
wants?” asked we. 

“Well,” quoth he, “we may get some 
pretty poor stuff, but we’re not going to do 
that bad.”—Akron Times. 


She Knew Him —‘ Mamma, can me 
and Tommy have some cake?” asked little 
Ruth. 

“Not unless you ask grammatically,” 
replied her mother. 

“Well, then,” said she, “may I have a 
piece of cake?’’—Dallas News. 


A Polite Way —‘ What sort of a fellow 
is Green?” 

“Oh, he’s all right when you get to know 
him.” 

“That, I presume, is a polite way of telling 
me that he’s disagreeable.” — Detroit Free 
Press. 


Notes of Books 


“TIFE SINGS A SONG.” By Samuel 

Hoffenstein. New York: Wilmarth 
Publishing Company. Net, $1.00. This 
small volume contains much meat. The 
poems are of a mystic character, with a 
haunting note of tragedy throughout that is 
as unusual as it is welcome in these days of 
rampant compositions. “Life Sings a 
Song” is a valuable addition to native 
poetry. 

“Fifth Avenue Events.” Printed for the 
Fifth Avenue Bank of New York. In this 
brochure are contained the records of nota- 
ble events on Fifth Avenue, such as recep- 
tions to guests of the Nation, parades, fu- 
nerals of public men, opening and dedication 
of tamous buildings, fires, riots, and other 
incidents that have gone to make up the 
colorful history of “the finest street in the 
world.” To the student of the progress of 
New York the book is full of useful data and 
excellent illustrations; to the casual reader 
who has a mind for such matters there is a 
mine of information and interest between 
its covers. 

“The Panama Canal.”’ A review of the 
labor of digging the canal, together with a 
history of the Isthmus and technical discus- 
sions of the work. Articles by J. Henry 
Mowbray, J. Hampton Moore, Charles S. 
Huestis, Emory R. Johnson, H. Rousseau, 
and Frederico Boyd. A most interesting 
compilation of information concerning the 
greatest engineering feat of the age. LIllus- 
trated. 

““A Book of Verse.” By Morris Gilbert. 
Privately printed. Some very clever and 
dainty lyrics are included in this little book. 
Mr. Gilbert shows considerable knowledge 
of the technique of verse-writing and a neat 
touch in interpreting his ideas. “A Book of 
Verse” will give enjoyment to many. 
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At Last-the Ideal Reference Book 
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Every American's Encyclopedia 


A brand new work of reference, 
unique in method and arrangement 

Made by American Scholars for 
American readers 

All subjects of special interest to 
Americans presented from the American 
instead of the European point of view 

Contains the lives of men and women 
all over the world whose names are 
NOW appearing daily in the news- 
papers 

Gives the latest well authenticated 
facts about the European War 

Describes the most recent develop- 
ments ia Science, Invention and the 
Mechanic Arts 

Is right up to date on all subjects 
(which means it is SEVERAL YEARS 
LATER than the biggest and most 
expensive Encyclopedias) 

Thoroughly International in Scope 

THE GREATEST EDUCA- 
TIONAL FACTOR that could be in- 


stalled in any American home 


Offered Now at a Special In- 
troductory Price So Low 
It Will Astonish You 


(Only a small fraction of the usual price of Encyclopedias) 


These are only a few of the many 
reasons why YOU, Mr. American Citi- 
zen, should be specially interested in 


Every American's Encyclopedia 


THE MANY OTHER REASONS 
ARE FOUND IN A UNIQUE COL- 
LECTION OF SAMPLE PAGES 
WHICH WILL BE MAILED YOU 
ON REQUEST 

SEND FOR SAMPLE PAGES 
TODAY AND SEE SOMETHING 
YOU NEVER SAW DONE BEFORE 

LET US QUOTE YOU OUR SPE- 
CIAL INTRODUCTORY PRICE 
AND EASY TERMS 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
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| Stories with Smiles | 








Up-to-Date—The following conversa- 
tion occurred in one of the lunch rooms, 
the other day: 

Customer—I would like an order of Ger- 
man Frankforts, a cup of English breakfast 
tea and two French rolls.” 

Waiter (to the cook)—One war on a tray. 

Customer—Please add two sinkers (dough- 
nuts) to my order. 

Waiter (to the cook)—Throw in a couple 
of U-boats.—Buffalo Commercial. 


The Detectors—The constable gazed 
long and thoughtfully at the hole in Mrs 
Parkington’s parlor window. Then he pro- 
duced a notebook. 

“You ’eard the crash at four o’clock?”’ 

“Four o’clock,”’ echoed the lady. 

“You run to the door, but seed nobody?” 

“Nobody.” 

After this question Sherlock could think 
of no more, so he shut up his book with a 
snap and walked off, dreaming of promo- 
tion. 

A few minutes later he was back, with 
a full-face smile that was eloquent of 


triumph. 
“Jobs like this “ere don’t take a smart 
chap long,” he remarked. “You're sure 


it happened at four o’clock, ma’am?” 
“Yes. Have you caught the culprits?” 
“Well, not yet, ma’am,” he answered, 
“but I’m a-narrowin’ of it down all right. 
It wasn’t Bill Iggins, ’cos ’e was killed by 
a motor-car at ’arf-past three!”—London 


Fun. 


Corrected—A teacher, instructing her 
class in grammar, wrote two sentences on 
the blackboard. The sentences were: ‘The 
hen has got three legs,’”’ and ‘‘ Who done it?” 
She said to Tommy, who was not a very 
bright pupil: 

“Go to the blackboard and correct those 
two sentences.” 

Tommy slowly approached the board, 
thinking hard. Then he took the chalk 
and wrote: 

“The hen never done it. 
it.”.—Good Jests. 


Nature done 


Couldn’t Corner Him—An Irishman, 
passing a shop where a notice was displayed 
saying that everything was sold by the yard, 
thought he would play a joke on the shop- 
man, so he entered the shop and asked for a 
yard of milk. The shopman, not in the least 
taken aback, dipped his fingers in a bowl of 
milk and drew a line a yard long on the 
counter. Pat, not wishing to be caught in 
his own trap, asked the price. 

“Sixpence,”’ said the shopman. 

“All right, sorr,” said Pat. “Roll it up; 
I'll take it!” —Tit-Bits. 


The Modern Way—“It is customary 
to seai a proposal with a kiss, is it not?” 

“Tt used to be, but nowadays it is consid- 
ered best to have a witness.”—S?. Louis 
Post-Dispatch. 


The Charge—The man _stammered 
painfully as he stood in the dock at the 





GREAT BEAR SPRING W ATER 


“Its purity has made it famous." 


Di 
50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. (Adv.) 








MOTOR LIFE 


will save you the price of 50 theatre tickets 


or a trip to the seashore in the cost 
of running your car. It shows you 
how to run it like a business man— 
not like a prodigal. 

You can save whole days in the 
repair shop, gallons of gasoline—and 
hundreds of miles on your tires by 
following the suggestions of experts. 
Motor Life gives them to you by the 
score in every number. 


DON’T THROW MONEY AWAY 


Before you buy a new car or spend 
a cent on your old car in overhauling, 
remodelling or appointments, consult 
with Motor Life. It can save you 
hundreds of dollars at the cost of one 
useless accessory. Motor Life makes 


ECONOMIZING A PLEASURE 


No long-winded, technical discus- 
sions. No “‘trade news.” No dust 
and grease. Practical help to help 
you save money, given you in a new 
and entertaining way. ‘Take advan- 
tage of this special trial offer. 


FOR JUST $1.00 


you will get the six most elaborate 
numbers ever published by a motor 
magazine, and personal service for six 


months free of charge in all things 
pertaining to your car— planning 
trips, solving mechanical problems, 
suggesting and actually purchasing 
equipment in New York. 


August—Country Club Number 
September—Sports Number 
October—Closed Car Number 
November—Winter Motoring Number 
December—Metropolitan Number 
January—New Car Number 


with hundreds of beautiful illustra- 
tions. ‘The new- : 

est motor styles, 
conveniences and 
luxuries—touring, 







sports, aeroplan- 
ing, society, | MOTOR LIFE 
clubs. => 243 West 39th Street 
Join the 40,000 New York City 
smartest people I accept your 
: : , special trial offer. 
in America by [| gta’ Motor Life 
readingAmerica Ss for six months and 
a bill for one dollar. 
smartest motor} 6p Send it for 
magazine. one year and bill 


for $3.00. (Indicate 
your preference.) 


Don’t bother to 

send money— 

just send the 
coupon. 























ROVER IN LESLIE’. 


SENDING SISAL TO THE MARKETS OF THE WORLD 
The coarser cordage, saddle bags, hammocks, hats and other products with a fibrous base 
are largely made from sisal, which is shown here baled and ready for shipment. 


Leslie’s War Service 
to Business Men 


Commercial opportunities for American business men abroad— 
especially in South America—were never better than they are today. 


All that is needed is the advice of an expert to bring supply and 
demand together. This expert advice is yours for the asking. Dr. W. E. 
Aughinbaugh, Professor of Foreign Trade at New York University and 
Editor of the Export and Promotion Department of Leslie’s, has 
helped thousands of American merchants to sell their goods abroad. 
As a reader of Leslie’s his department is at your service, gratis. 


Dr. Aughinbaugh has sold goods in nearly every civilized country 
in the world. He is in close touch with the foreign market, and his famil- 
iarity with conditions abroad based on personal experience makes it 
possible for him to answer or to find the answer to any problem that 
may confront the exporter. 

Have you a product that you think might “go” in South America? 

Do you know how to reach the representatives from foreign houses 
anxious for American goods—perhaps the very thing that you manufacture? 


If you have an export problem you can’t solve, submit it to the Export 
Department and it will receive Dr. Aughinbaugh’s personal attention. 


Leslie’s Export Department 


W. E. AUGHINBAUGH 


225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















JUDGE 


police court. His name was Sissons, and jt 
was very difficult for him to pronounce. 

He had had the misfortune to stay oy 
late and make an uproar the previous night, 
so that he had to account for it before the 
magistrate next morning. 

“What is your name?” asked the magis. 
trate. 

Sissons began to reply: 

“* SsS-SS-SSSS-SSS ‘ 

“Stop that noise, and tell me your name,” 
said the magistrate, testily. 

** SsS-SS-SSSS-SSS 2 

“That will do,” growled the magistrate, 
severely. ‘Constable, what is this map 
charged with?” 

“Begorra, yer worship, I think he’s 
charged wid sodywather!”’ replied the police- 
man, earnestly.—Tit-Bits. 


A Get-Rich-Quick Scheme — Two 
young Irishmen in a Canadian regiment 
were going into the trenches for the first 
time, and their Captain promised them five 
shillings each for every German they killed, 

Pat lay down to rest, while Mick per- 
formed the duty of watching. Pat had not 
lain long when he was awakened by Mick 
shouting: 

“They’re comin’! They’re comin 

““Who’s comin’?” shouts Pat. 

“The Germans,” replies Mick. 

“How many are there?” 

* About 50,000.” 

“Begorra,” shouts Pat, jumping up and 
grabbing his rifle, ‘our fortune’s made!”— 
London Opinion. 
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Enjoyable Fiction—“Has Crimson 
Gulch quit drinking?” 

“Yes,” replied Broncho Bob. 

“And quit playing faro bank?” 

“Quit entirely.” 

“What do you do for amusement? 

“Go to moving pictures and laugh at the 
reckless way they think us wild West fellers 
behave.” —W ashington Star. 


” 


Good Judgment—‘“I’m glad Billy had 
the sense to marry an old maid,” said 
grandma, at the wedding. 

“Why, grandma?” asked the son. 

“Well, gals is hity-tity, and widders is 
kinder overrulin’ and upsettin’. But old 
maids is thankful and willin’ to please.”— 
London Tit-Bits. 


Despite the Evidence—‘ It is mean the 
way the neighbors talk about Jims.” 

“In what way?” 

“Because they see him out with the lawn 
mower in the morning and with the baby 
carriage in the afternoon, they say he has 
no push about him.”’—Baltimore American. 


Between Ourselves—Officer (who has 
lost touch with the troops on field training) 
—I say, Sergeant, where have all the blither- 
ing fools of the company gone to? 

Trish Sergeant—Shure, an’ I don’t know, 
sorr. It seems we're the only two left.— 
Cassell’s Saturday Journal. 


Her Understanding of the Word— 
“Sometimes,” said the patient woman, “I 
think my husband is getting to be a social- 
ist. 

“What are the symptoms?” 

“He wants to do all the talking and none 
of the work.”’—W ashington Star. 
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Fact That Puts Fiction To The Blush 


Who Was He-—this lonely figure standing on the rampart of a castle on an island off the coast 
one of the greatest mysteries, one of the most inexplicable crimes of 
Why after over two hundred years does he still excite such intense interest and retain so strong 
Why does he always arouse a 


who personifies 
history ? 


The Licentious Court 
of the Borgias 


The value of this series, historically, may 


be judged when it is known that there are 
nearly eight hundred personages and places 
introduced, many identified with the most 
famous scenes in medizxval and later history, 
while others take the reader off the main 
thoroughfare among the by-paths of his- 
torical events. Brilliantly worked into a 
vivid picture of the Dark Ages are the vices 
and crimes of that extraordinary family, the 
that furnished one Pope of Rome, 
and some of the blackest pages in history. 
Here we see the whole murderous, poisonous 
crew pictured with all the snap and vim which 
only Dumas could put into subjects which 
interested him—Cesar, Rodrigo (Alexander 
VI), Francesco, and the beautiful and de- 
intrigues and 


Borgias, 


praved Lucrezia, with the 


unknown, by that 


publisher? 


Nothing in the Whole 
World Like Them 


“Great crimes have played so large a part 
in the world’s history that one cannot obtain 
a thorough knowledge of past times without 
the aid of such a book as this”’—Says THE 
NEW YORK HERALD, recently reviewing 
THE CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HIS- 
TORY. The lover of History is enraptured 
with the wealth of facts, from new authori- 
ties, brought to bear by Dumas upon the lite 
of the charming and beautiful but indiscrect 
and ill-fated Mary Stuart as Queen of France 
and Scotland. Read the story of her amours, 
and of her barbarous imprisonment and mur- 
derous execution, which constitute one of 
the greatest crimes of history, told as Dumas 
alone can tell it. There is no other work like 
this. Nowhere else can you get so intimate 
a view of the men and women whose mis- 
deeds in every quarter of Europe, from Rus- 
sia to Spain, from Turkey to Scotland, have 


it the intrigues of the diplomat? 
circle of royalty love not wisely but too well? 

Read the story of the “Man in the Iron Mask,” giving facts hitherto 
great 


ALEXANDRE DUMAS, in his 


The Celebrated Crimes of History 


Never Before Translated 3 
2 
The millions of English readers and admirers of the works of Alexandre Dumas will hail ® 
with keen delight this, the first, and absolutely the on/y complete and unexpurgated translation © 
of Dumas’ LES CRIMES CELEBRES, now for the first time available at a price within the reach 
of all readers. Printed trom the same plates as the Edition sold by the Publisher at $125.00 a set, 
which was eagerly snapped up by wealthy connoisseurs, the small edition it is our privilege to 
offer our patrons has all the unusual features so much appreciated by lovers of books as works of 
art. The eight volumes are beautifully bound in cloth, stamped with emblematic design, as 
illustrated in cut below, with monogram in Gold Field. 
the paper all that could be desired. The eight volumes are finished with Real Gold Tops. The 
illustrations were made in Paris by M. jacques 
Wagrez, and the specially designed Renaissance 
title pages are by Giraldon. 


Dumas’ Masterpiece 
CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HIS- 
TORY is considered by many in France 
as Dumas’ masterpiece. 
praise has been bestowed on it by 
Andrew Lang, Robert Louis Stevenson, 
and other competent judges among 
English litterateurs. Was it for reasons 
of state that the French so jealously 
guarded this treasure that over half a 
century had elapsed before it was given 
to the English reading world—and then 
through the enterprise of an American 


a hold on the imagination ? 
feeling of terror that will not down? 


What was his past? Was it the dissolute life of the courtier? Was 
Did some fair one within the hallowed 


weaver 


THE 


The highest 


Think of a fasci- 
nating new histor- 
ical series—of 
which only tle 
highly privileged 
few among Eng- 
lish readers herc- 
tofore had any 
knowledge—a 
series full of the 
human _ interest 
appeal, by your 
favorite author, 
vivacious, witty, 
ardent, brilliant, 
big-hearted Ale=- 
andre Dumas, who 
gave you your first 
real taste for Euro- 


pean history while following the 
D’Artagnan and - * t : 


adventures of 


The Three Musketeers, and the J 
heroes and heroines in his other 
matchless romances! And all 


yours at a really nominal pricel 


















word pictures, the irresistible 









The printing is large and clear, and 


SEEING IS 
BELIEVING © 


$1 


Isall you need 
send now, with 
the coupon. 
But be sure to 
send to-day. 
We don't 
want to dis- B 
appoint you, 
as so often 
happens to & 
applicants for 
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our limited 
offers who act 
too late 


mean 

week or 
week follow- 
ing. You’ 
never forgive 


yourself if you 
let this oppor- 
lunily pass. 

* We deliver 
the set, ex 
press prepaid. 
Andwe refund 
your money if 
you're not 
satisfied. 
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BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. _ 
1116 Brunswick Bidg , New York City 
Enclose:] is $1.00, first payment on the 8 volume set of Dumas’ “Celebrated 
Crimes,” to be shipped charges prepaid. I agree to remit the full special price, 


J. & 11-17 
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” : debaucheries of the medieval papal court contributed a8 much of tragedy to the To $130), at the rate of $1.06 (or more) per month following receipt of books. 
aa } . . . mantic portion of the history of the Old Otherwise I will within five daysask jor instructions tor their return, at your 
me murders, abductions, poisonings- drawn World. And every word is just as Dumas expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt. 
from the chronicles of eyewitnesses, those wrote it. None of the editions of Dumas con- RN og ho seat hknoee ous a aR AE DAEEOR TART RASEESS 
— Naive accounts which, without embarrass- tain these stories; and no set of Dumas is com- OS EE ATE UTE RSE ALY ee 
= ment, call a spade a spade. plete without them. tin nas 
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f bey more level-headed a man is, the surer 
he is to realize in time how well cigarettes 
fit in as part of his day’s smoking. Because 
the cigarette is so much milder than other 
forms of smoking. 

Phat Fatimas are so well thought of by such 
men simply indicates the common-sense com- 
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PaiNTED FOR LIGGETT & MYERS TORS 


fort of Fatimas’ well-balanced Turkish blend 
a comfort which is particularly noticeable 

after smoking. 

For Fatimas leave you feeling keen and “fit” 
even though you may smoke more often 

than usual. That's why they are called 


sensible, Liggelte Myers ebacco Ce. 
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